"MARSE HENRY"

and pictured as "a man of letters among men of
the world and a man of the world among men of
letters," a very apt phrase appropriated from Doc-
tor Johnson, and Major Constable, a giant, who
looked like a dragoon and not a bookman, yet had
known Sir Walter Scott and was sprung from the
family of Edinburgh publishers. Bret Harte had
but newly arrived from California. Whitelaw
Reid, though still subordinate to Greeley, was be-
ginning to make himself felt in journalism. John
Hay played high priest to the revels. Occasionally
I made a pious pilgrimage to the delightful shrine.
Truth to tell, it emulated rather the gods than
the graces, though all of us had literary leanings of
one sort and another, especially late at night; and
Sam Bowles would come over from Springfield
and Murat Halstead from Cincinnati to join us.
Howells, always something of a prig, living in Bos-
ton, held himself at too high account; but often we
had Joseph Jefferson, then in the heyday of his
career, with once in a while Edwin Booth, who
could not quite trust himself to go our gait. The
fine fellows we caught from oversea were innumer-
able, from the elder Sothern and Sala and Yates
to Lord Dufferin and Lord Houghton. Times
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